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MIND OF THE MASSES a mob 

chased Child. Called him Monster. Tried to 
kill him. No place to hide. 'Til he found 
the witch's hut at the edge of the forest! 



CHILDHOOD'S EIMD a star ton. 

And Child found it. It sparkled like a 
piece of heaven. Then it exploded. And the 
creatures inside were set loose on Earth! 



THE WIZARD WAGSTAFF R „- 

mors were rampant in Salem. Strange ani- 
mals stalked beneath the moonlit sky. 
And only the sorcerer could stop them ! 



AN ANGEL SHY OF HELL Hard 

John Apple liked killing. And he was good 
at it. He'd wiped out Prostints, Catlicks 
and Numphos. Now he'd destroy the world! 



HARRY He was a stuffed rabbit. Her fa- 
vorite toy. But her parents threw him in 
the garbage and got his head stained. Ther 
her bunny exacted a most terrible revenge! 



DEAD RUN Stars faded. And he began 
to run. To the forest. To the shelter of en- 
folding greenery. But there was no escape. 
No hiding from the horror that pursued him! 



A WONDERFUL MORNING The 

sun rose on a world with no crime. No pol- 
lution. No war. The children had created 
this paradise. They had slain every adult! 



THE PUPPET PLAYERS Gino 

loathed his puppets. But he pulled the 

strings. And they sang for their s 

was a living. Or perhaps a kind of death! 



CHESS Dax. A man of action. Forced 
to face a god in a monstrous game of chess. 
The pawns: his family and friends. The 
stakes: high. The prize: their very lives. 



MATES Ecdysia. A legendary planet 
populated by women. The fulfillment of all 
desires. But where were the spacers who'd 
gone there? Why had none ever returned? 



BLACK AND WHITE VACUUM 

He raced down deserted streets of a ghost 
town. And fell shrieking into star-spangled 



















1 If LIE6 IN THE PINK GLOW OF THE MORNING 

■ SUN. -THROWING LONG SHADOWS UPON THE HALF-M 

■ DEAD BLADES OF GRASS. IT IS DESERTED, AND ■ 
I IT6 SOUND 16 THAT OF THE DELICATE NEW 6N6- ■ 

■ land breeze SINGING A GENTLE LULLABYE. ■ 
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lYou STARE OOWN UPON IT FROM YOUR HILL" 
I 6IDE PERCH. AND YOU CANNOT FIGURE OUT 
|WHAT IT 19. THE MORE YOU STARE AT IT, THE 
MORE PUZZLED YOU BECOME. 



™ You DO NOT KNOW THAT ITS STRANGE FORM-I 
ATIONS. THE LIKE OF WHICH YOU HAVE NEVER I 
SEEN BEFORE, ARE CALLED WOt/SCS AND 
STORES-AND TOGETHER ARE CALLED TOWN. 




A 



Town.. . communitx. . these 
words have little meaning 
fop. you. for although your 
body is that of a brutish, 
enorm0u6ly powerful. 
monster. your intellect 
and experience 16 that of 
a mere child. 




Iw YOUR SHELTERED PA6T, You 
HAVE KNOWN ONLY TWO MEN . 
YOUR FATHER. THE AAAN WHO 
CREATED YOU. . . FROM PIECES 
OF DEAD ANIMALS AND CARCASSES.' 
AND JERRY LIEDERMAN, THE MAN 
WHO MURDERED YOUR^W7SVffl«r 
ONLY SHORT HOURS AGO. 



STORY: GREG POTTER / ART: RICHARD CORBEN 



NOWYDU ARE FEELING YOUR FIRST PANG6 OF CUfi/OS/TX A FEW 
UNCERTAIN STEPS AND YOU ARE IN THE MIDDLE OF IT RIGHT ON 

m*m street, yousmiie. this tsptscovemr. . adventure! 




Suddenly there is an explosion! you 

FEEL SOMETHING Rip INTO YOUR SHOULDER. 
BLADE. .VIOLENTLY KNOCKING YOU DOWN... 



YOU L/tr THERE FOR A MOMENT, TRYING 

TO COMPREHENP WHAT IT IS THAT HAS 

HIT YOU. YOU FAIL. EVEN THE SIGHT OF 

A SMOKING SHOTGUN BARREL BRINGS 

HO UNDERSTANDING. 




•/OUR FEET CARRY YOU SWIPTLY 
THROUGH THE /WAIN STREET OF THE 
TOWN. YOU STOP MOMENTARILY TOPICK 
UP A FRIEND, AND THEN YOU ARE 
AGAIN RUNNING RAPIDLY AWAY. 



LlKE A FRIGHTENED/WaflSf, YOU CRASH 

CLUMSILY THROUGH THE WOODS WHICH 

BORDER THE TOWN. BEHIND YOU , YOU 

CAN HEAR PURSUERS CURSING. 



YOUR HATE HAS MELLOWED INTO PEAR. 

YOU DO NOT CARE WHERE YOU ARE GOING, 

SO YOU DO NOT LOOK. 



Frustration mingles with pain, syn- 
th6sising fury.' a flash of bloodlust 
explodes in you! you lash out. for the 
first time, child, you feel hate. 



The fall stuns you only for an instant. 
then rising. ..you reach for your frienp.. 




...AND FOR ASECONP TIME.YOU HEAR THE 
DREAPED EXPLOSION OF A SHOTEUN.' 




To SHRUG OFF THE HORRORS OF THE LAST FEW MOMENTS, 
You SLOW TO A WAt-K AND THEN . . .YOU SPOT A CLEAR- 
ING AND IN THE CLEARING. . 




But the cabin does not interest you. 
yihatpoes catch your fancy is the 
fragrant warmth of a fresh baked 
apple pie cooling on a stool. 



YOU TOflW AT THE SOUND OF HER VOICE. 
YOU WHIMPER. AT HER ADVANCE. YOU 
EXPECT TO BE SCOLDED ABOUT THE PIE. 




YOU CRINGE AT HER TOUCH, EXPECTING 
CRUELTY. INSTEAD, SHE GENTLY CAR- 
ESSES YOUR FACE. YOUR ARMS, YOUR 
TORSO. SHESFCS YOU THROUGH THE 
EYES OF HER FINGERTIPS. 



Cautiously you steal, uptothe food... 
taking one bite. then two... never- 
NOTICING A FRAGILE FORM fleWA/DYOU. 



SUDDENLY, THEY ARE UPON YOUR TRAIL AGAIN.' FROM 
THE DEPTHS OF THE WOODS, YOU HEAR, THEM . . . 
THE TOWNSPEOPLE.' 




The woman locks you in and you are content to 
hipe in the secure blackness of the cabin. you 
can already hear. the gutteral. voice of your 
enemy as he confronts the woman bevonp the door. 



IMPULSIVELY YOU CLING TO THIS WOMAN, WHINING AND 
SHAKING IN FEAR UNO FATIGUE. SHE FEEL6 YOUTReMBLE 
SHE HEARS YOUR PURSUERS AND SHE KNOWS' ' 





For a moment, the townspeople merely STARE AT the 

BUND WOMAN... LETTING ///JT£, FEAR ANC SUPe/fST/T/ON 

GROW WITHIN THEM/ 



*ND AN INNOCENT PAWN IS SWEPT 4LONG IN 
AN UNCARING TIPE... TO HER DOOM! 



Then, like A MM, their 

PASSION© BURST, AND A 

FLOOD OF SAVAGE FOR/ 

DROWNS THE OLD WOMAN . 





MOBB TORCHES AR6 THROWN UPON 
THE KINDLING WOOD BENEATH THE 
STAKE! THE FLAMES SHOOT LONG 
PESTRUCTIVB TENWCLES INTO THE 
BLIND WCWAK'SKtce. AND IN HER 
LAST MOVENTS, CHILD, S**THINKO 

of yen// 





you MOVE TO CHARGE THEM... AND you AGAIN HEAR THAT ACCURSED 
EXPLOSION! RAIN HITS YOU IN /OUR ££S AND YOU CRUMBLE UPON ONE 
KNEE LIKE A BROKEN POLL.' 




Silence, slowl-y you rise and 

the bullet l/wbedpep in your calf then foustmlnaho tousineat and 

shoots splinters of searing you bite your lip until the blood 

a30uy through your entire frame. flows warmly over your chin. 




And just when you think 

you can strain no mors, 

the wall buckles... 



CAUTIOUSLY YOU AVOID THE TABLE 
UNDER WHICH THREE FLATTENED 
CORPSES LIE. YOU REACH THE WALL 
AND LEAN HEAVILY UPON IT. . .' 





NOW THERE 16 BUT ONE THINS IEPTLW0ONE. ALL THE 
RAOB, ALL THE VIOLENCE THAT 16 PENT UP IN&IPE YOU... 
YOU /VUJST RELEASE IT, CHILD. YOU MUST CRY! 



Aho WHEN ALU YOUR TEARS ARE SPEUT, YOU KNOW 
IT IS TIME TOGO, CHILD. THERE IS NOTHIN& MORE YOU 
CAN DO FOR THE OLD WOMAN.. . NO WAY YOU CAN RE- 
PAYHER. BUT YOU CAN LEAVE YOUR FRIEND CHILD... 




TO SILENTLY WATCHOVE8 
HER. ..POREIYER.' 



THE WORLD, CHILD, IS HARP, CRUEL. A PLACE WITHOUT REASON TO THE 
TO THE INNOCENT. A PLACE WHERE THE SMALL, THE HELPLESS, THE PURE 
ARE SOILED AND RUIHEP, EVEN MUROEREO WITHOUT lYIERCY. 

\ j mmm ■*■ *» « ■. ^»- *«■ ' ■ ■■' !■ • I # pi n II I ' I %i ■* ■ ■■■■■■ i - 
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BUT THESE THINGS YOU ARE COMING TO UNDERSTAND. ONLV HOURS HAVE VOU 
SATED AT THE WONDER, THE AWE INSPIRING I44STMESS OF 4 WORLD 
THAT WAS NEVER YOURS... 



] 



...AND ITO0OA*££> /OUR SWEET 
SOUL. BUT, CHILD... POOR CHILD... 

AS4K£ K3U EVEN A SOUL? 

DADDY ALWAYS SAID A SOUL 
/WAKES /HAN DIVINE. 



CAN A CHILD CREATED IN HOPELESS 
LOVE.. .CREATED PROM RANCID 
DEAD FLESH. .. CREATED FROM 
NOTHING. ..HAVE THAT DIVINE 

SPIRIT, THAT FLAWLESS HEAVENLY 

SPARK THAT MAKES MAN 

DIFFERENT FROM BEASTS? 





HOW QUICKLY AH INNOCENT 
CHILD'S HU(?T CAN BE 
PORGOTrSN... 



WHAT IS IT CHILD? WHAT WONDER- 
FUL SOMETHING IS 7W/5 » 



SOMETHING AN ANGEL 
TOSSED ASIDE FOR A 
FBIGWTENED LITTLE ONE 
LIKE yOt/ TO FIND? 




A PLACE 10 HIDE THE PRECIOUS STAR. 
THESE, UNPER THAT BUSH. NO ONE 
WILL FIND IT THERE. 




YOU PO NOT KNOW THE STAR 
TWINKLES AS BEAUTIFULLY FOR 
HIM AS IT DOES FOR YOU. ..BUT then 
NEITHEff PO you KNOW... 



THEN ERUPTS WITH AN 
INTBPNAL COSMIC fiOBY THAT 
YOU COULP NEVER BEGIN TO 
COMPREHEND. 



YOU WATCH THEM ALL ACT VERY FUNNY. 
THgW YOU WATCH THEM GO AWAY. 





PAPPY ALWAYS TAUGHT 

YOU TO FORGIVE. ..TO 

LOVE THOSE WHO 

EVEN HATE YOU... 




BUT CHILD, YOU PON'T EVEN 
ReAUZE THAT IN YOUR GENTLE 

rexeeivewess, you save i ife a 

CHANCE. YOU PON'T REALIZE 

THE SPORES LEFT THE BOY AND 

CAME TO YOU. 



BUT WHAT MATTER. ..IF ONLY 

YOU COULP FLY AWAY FROM 

HERE. ..BE FREE OF HATE, FEAR... 

U/VREASOfY . .. FLY AWAY TO 

HEAVEN... TO BE FRBB, TO 

BE HAPPY. 




YOU'RE FRBB, CHILD, TO CHASE THE SHOUTING WIND 
ALONG IN THE ENDLESS AZURE HALLS OF THE MOST 
HIGH. FREE FROM PAW AND TERROR. TO FLY 
FOREVER. DADDY IS WAITING TO HOLD HIS 
SWEET CHILD AGAIN.. .OUT THERE. 



AND AS YO&^m/OWl HEART 

FILLED WWm'PAlN... 
SUDDENLY AS GENTLY ABA 
THISTLE ON THE BREEZE, YOU 
BECOME IIGUT. SO LIGHT 
AND YOU FLOAT AWAY TO 
THE EDGE OF THE WORLD. 




JUST RIDE THE 
BREEZE ACROSS 
THE CLOUDS, HE'S 
THERE WAITING, 
JUST BEYOND 
FOREVER, IN THE 
LAND OF THE 
D I VI ME. 
JUST BE- 
YOND 
FOREVER. 



Rain clouds try in vain to shield 

THE CITY OP SALEM PROM. THE ftllt MOON! 




'THAT BITE CURSEP ME.' TONIGHT THE PEOPLE WHO FORMERLy RESPECTED ME SHRINK BACK IN SHOCK AND FEARf 




STORY: JACK BUTTERWORTH / ART: RICH CORBEN 
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I SMELL 
MEAT! WHY DON'T'' 
WE SHARE THAT 
LITTLE MAN 8E- 
M "-^TWEEN US.^. 
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/»' oamn! 
that poople 

SURE GOT 
AROUHPS 



v^V 




PROLOGUE 







TH6 HOLY-C03T COULD NOT HAVE DONB IT 
ALL. THE FIZZ BOMBS, THE GINKO PERSONNEL 
WHA/W-SLAMMERS... EVEN THE MULTI- 
HEADED CLOUD -TO-GROUND FULL-NELSON 
BIS WHOPAAIS5ILES CANNOT BE HELD WHOLLY 
RESPONSIBLE FOR THE DESOLATION.' THE 
HOLT-COST DESTROYED AND SEGREGATED 
PEOPLES, BUTAWASWS/VKIST HAVE LOOKED 
LIKE THIS FROM THE SW«7: 




IN THE U.6..THE MAJOR GROUPS SURVIVE... 
THE CATLICKS. RICHEST AND STRONGEST 
OF THE TWO, AND THE PROTSTINTS WHO 
ARE #£, BUT THE/ TRY HARDER. THERE 
WAS ANOTHER GROUP, THE OAVIPISTS. 
BUT THEY ARE THOUGHT TO BE EXTINCT.. 



SELlS^ffi^ 



HAKD JOHN APPLE HAS NO RELIGIOUS 
PREFERENCE. HIS MARK IS FREELANCER 
PRESENTLY WORKING FORTHE PROTSTINTS 
HARD JOHN KILLS FORCO/N. AND HE'S 
VERY, Ve«y GOOD AT IT. THE BEST. 
WITH PISTOLS, GRENADES AND 
MACHINE-GUNS. 




SO HARD JOHN APPLE JUST DRIVES AWAY AS 
THE LAST DROP OF GO-GOOK FALLS FROM 
THE TW/RL-A-WHIRL'S WHIRLY TH//KIY. 






v. «*■ , 




STORY: JIM STENSTRUM / ART: RICH CORBEN 



THE DAY SETS INTO FUU- SWINS IN KANSAS, BLUE 
AND BROWN... AND PLAT. LIKE A PANCAKE. THE 
PROTSTINT BIG SHOTS COULD NEVER UNDER- 
STAND WHY HE WANTED KAN6AS. WHY 
ANYONE WOULD WANT IT. 




"USSEN, HARD JOHN. WE'RE GONNA DIVVY 
UP THE U.S." 



THEY LAUGHED. THEY FELL ON 
THEIR BUTTS, LAUSHING. 



W'/>// 
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"iOTM OPPORTUNITY OUT 
KANSAS WAY. REMINDS 
ME OF HOME. ALL THEM 
FAR- OUT MOUNTAINS, GREEN 
FIELDS, AMBER GRAIN. . ." 




"KANSAS? YOU MEAN THE 
ONE-TIME STATE OP KANSAS? 

YOU SOTTA BE KIDOIN'.. . " 



"HE'SCRAZY." THEYTHOUGHT. 
-HE'S NEVER BEENTOKAN- 
SAS OR HEV KNOW. ■ ■ 



..IT'SCRAV/UN' WITH CATLICKS." "OKAY. ITS YOt/R'S. " 



^THANKS 

[FOR TOUR gen- 

EROSITy. 



"THINK NOTHING OF IT! YOU'LL HAVE TO CLEAR IT OUT FOR 
YOURSELF THOUGH . THE CATLICKS WON'T RECOGNIZE IT 
AS HARD 70HN 'APPLE'S OWN PKIVATE STATE. " 





INSANE. CRAZY TIME. WHAT MAN WOULD TAKE 
ON AN ENTIRE STATE OF CATUCKS BY HIMSELF? 
AND FOR WHAT EARTHLY PURPOSE? FOR KANSAS? 
THEY AGREED HE WAS MAD, BUT WERE HAPPX 
TO SEND HIM THERE. NO ONE ELSE WANTEDTOSO. 




But youcAH believe it. hard John 

/APPLE KNOWS WHAT HE'S DOING. 



By now, hard John has covered zoo /wiles, most 
of kansas is known to him, but he often 
finds himself doubling back over old territory 
road mars aren't worth a pamn partly because 
there aren't any more rohds... and partly be- 
cause the old language pieo with the holy-cost. 



But hunger is upon him, and hard john 
locates a long- dead grocer/ store. he's 
learned many words since he found the 
first set of manuals. but the pfctubes 
oh the labels are ufesavbks. 




Time and miles later, hard john srope to ponder his beans 

CATIICKS ARS THE PROBLEM /VBM< HE REALIZES. BUT THEN WHAT' 
THE PROTSTINTS WON'T STAND STILL IF THEY FIND OUT WHAT 
HE'S UP TO... 




AND WHAT ABOUT THE OTHERS? PAST THE MISSISSIPPI THE MOUN- 
TAINS, THE BIG WASH..? THAT'S WHERE THE REAL THREAT 'LIES. HELL, 
HE THOUGHT, Hg WAS A HEATHEN. BUT THERE, THEY PRAY TO COWS/ 



SO WHAT TO DOAKWMAKE A DEAL 
WITH THE PROTSTINT BIG SHOTS' 
LET THEM IN ON HIS DISCOVERY AHO 
HOPE1HBY DON'T SLIP HIM A SHIV? 



NO... NO GOOD. PLAN SOES4S BEFORE 
EVERYTHING'S UNDER THE TABLE NOW' 
THE POKER FACE REMAINS. 




THE SATE GUARD WAS A 
RECENT ADDITION. AND IT MADE 
HARP JOHN ALL THE MORE NER- 
VOUS. HE HAD BEEN HERE MANY 
TIMES BEFORE, BUTSECURITY 
HAP ALWAYS BEEN MINIMAL! 



AS WELL, THERE WERE 
MORE GUARDS ALONS 
THE WAY.' AND THE 
REASONS WERE OBVIOUS. 



Some sei/en years /(go, he'd discoi/sred this 
particular gene site ... the only one he's 
allowed to remain standing. a private place 
a place to think.. .and plan. 




*S&» 



But look at it now.' a veritable cesspool 
OF GUTTERAL slut drainage in semi-human 

FORM, WITH FLRUNTINS BALLOONS AND 
VILE MUCK-WUCKS. 







DAMN CAT- 
LICKS.' THEY HAD F* 
, NO ftlGHT.'! 



TH06E LOVELY nymphos 
BIS AND SOFT AND ooh, 

SO WARM. HE HAD 
WATCHED THEM BLOOM 
FROM TEDDY BEARS TO... 





/Moving past his hidden fortifications, hard 
john comes to a halt on concrete surface, 





For him, religious services are about to 
begin. he pulls a top secret operations 
manual from the seat. 




PO, SETTLING HIMSELF ON THE HOOD OF HIS 
UCK, HE MOMENTARILY PAUSES BEFORE BEGIN- 
NING THE MANUAL. HE LOOKS OUTWARD, AtiO 
ALL HI9 DAILY MISGIVINGS, the threat of the 
CATLICKS, THE PROTSTINTS, AND ALL THE OTHERS 
DISSOLVES FROM HIS MIND. HE FEELS SECURE. 




Soon, whenever he can gain a strong under- 
standing OF THIS STRANGE LANGUAGE ENG-LISH 
AND THE EVEN STRANGER LINGO OF THE AIR 
FORCE COPEBOOKS AND MANUALS, THEN HE 
WOULD KNOW ALL HE WOULD EVER NEED KNOW. 



As H4RD JOHN APPLE READS, La*A>-^« uT»i*2i — " -_jA"' A JJ» 



HE LOOKS OUT OVER HIS MANY" 
HIDDEN ICBM SILOS.OHCf 
PART OF THE DOZENS KANSAS 
OFFERS AND STILL MUCH OF 
A MYSTERY TO HIM, AND GOES 
BACK TO HIS MANUAL WITH 
EVEN MORE DETERMINATION.. 



B^ 
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STORY AND ART: JEFF JONES / COLOR: RICH CORBEN 




4MWWMKK! 




I WISH MY 

MOMIAY ANP PAPPY ■« 

WERE HERE. I PONT I 

know Howro live' A 

IN THE WOOC>5>. ^| 

I PONT KNOW J| 
WHAT TO PO- 




WHEN YOU TALK 
LIKE THAT, 
HARRy, IT HUF?rs 
IN MY HEA^! 




W?6ATHLE?*UY Hf JLOWEP TOAPJUW THE 


RUP&ER AIR HO>6. 






I >"^ 




«f/ 


jyp^^aH 






3 J MJfafc— — ^ag ' ~ 






V^^bij^Bi'i 1 






iflly ., ' v vNlH 


ij 1 


^fim^\m 


JwP 




|^3 







Un INTO A HOLE. ■ 
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^UT IT 
WAS>6>TIlu 

there. 

PTELL 
HIW&S 
ASOUT IT 
THAT WOULp 
MAKg youR 
&ON£5> COLO, 
AMP THINGS 
THAT WOULD 
TAKE VOUR 
&REATH 
AWAY. 




k ' ' mlfll Ehkt 





THE "7>TARS 6REW EVEN 

V\£R, ANPTHE LANDSCAPE 
1^ 9LURREP S£ 





ANP NOW HE COUlP cbO NO FURTHER. INTH.E 
End it woulp always show itself. 




PROLOGUE 

After that wonderful 

MORNING, NO OUe HAD 
TO EAT STICKX LUMPY 
CEREAL BECAUSE IT 
WAS'GOOD" FOR THEM. 



After that wonderful mornin< , 
one had to comb their hair, or 

BRUSH THEIR TEETH, OR BE SURE 
THEY WASHED BEHIND THEIR EARS. 



After that wonderful mornin 
the world wa<b changing for 

THEM. NOW IT WAS AN ENDLESS 
VACATION. NO MORE SCHOOL, 
NO MORE BORING HOMEWORK. 



...SHE WOULD NEVER 
BE PUNISHED THE WAY 
THEY HAD PUNISHED 
HER. NO. NEWER, NEVER. 
DOLLY WAS GOING TO BE 
JUST AS HAPPY AS EVE 
WAS... 




NOW EVE HAD LOTS OF TIME 
FOR FEEDING DOLLY. MORN- 
ING, AFTERNOON OR EVENING. 
ANYTIME OR ALWAYS. BUT IF 
DOLLY DIDN'T FEEL LIKE 
EATING... 



AHDTVA/T 

WHO NO LONGER. 
HAD TO SUFFER 
HIS PARENTS' 
EVER- CONSTANT 
FIGHTING... 





...AND 

MAGGIE.VIUO 

SOT TO THROW 

AVW.Y THOSE 

AWFUL BRACES 

THE DENTIST 

MADE HER 

WEAR. 



NOW CRICKETS COO LD 
BE HEARD WHERE BE- 
FORE THERE WAS ONLY 
THE ANGRY DIN OF 

TRAFFIC. NOW 

BUTTERFLIES, L0N6 

DRIVEN By DEADLY 

EXHAUST FUMES 

RETURNED TO FLUTTER 

ABOVE NEW FLOWERS 

AND GREENER* 








For THESE and a hundred other reasons, this, like all mornings now, was.. 



...FREE EVEN 

OF THE GRIM 

SHADOW OF 

POSSIBLE 

NUCLEAR 

holocaust; 





STORY AND ART: FERNANDO FERNANDEZ / COLOR: RICH CORBEN 



The sea once more was to pia? in, to frolic 
happily. oil slicks did not darken the waves, 
garbage did not cover the sparkling beaches. 





NOW, EVERYBODY #HM 
RAN THROUGH THIS 
WONDERFUL /MORNING. 



SO MAHY YEARS OF HOPE 
HAD PASSED UNFULFILLED. 
BUT NOW, THEY WERE FIN- 
ALLY SETTING IT... A NEW 
HUMANITY, FULL OF LOVE. 



Without sex... 




The 

cyCLOPEAN 
EYE IN ITS 
FORMICA CASE, 
ASSASSIN OF 

CHILDHOOD 
IMAGINATION... 




...LAY MUTE 
.AND BUND. 
IT WAS NOT 
NECESSARY TO 
SPEND HOURS 
AND HOURS IM 
FRONT OF IT... 




-82" { W ...BECAUSE 
M RE 



REALITY WAS 
WONPERFUU 




I AIN'T GONNA 
HURT /A. NOBOD/'S GONNA } 
HURT ANYBOPy 
ANYMORE. 



'CAUSE THEY JUST 
CAUGHT 'IM. . . UP ON 
THE MOUNTAIN. THE 
LAST ONE... 




Panting, 
cringing, 
terrified. 



Shaking 
Befor: 

HE /V 
ONCE HAVF 
LAUt 



Rased at 
screamed at, 
bullied or 

ISNORED . 



Those who 

HOLD THE 
POWER 

ON THIS 

WONDERFUL 

DAY.. 





Children had 
to do it to save 
the world.., 
their world. 



The last echo of 
the last adult 
on earth faded 
into nothingness. 




After 

THIS DAY, 

THE WORLD 

WOULD KNOW 

ONLY THE 

SOUND OF 

CHILDREN 

LAUGHING... 




And they 

WOULD 
NEVER 

PERMIT THE 
ADULTS TO 

COME 
AGAIN... 



NEVER 
NEVER 
NEVER 
NEVER 
NEVER 
NEVER 



PROLOGUE 

fitNCE THE END OF THE I7T* CENTURA THIS 
THEATRE HAS EXISTEP, ATTRACTING CHILDREN 
ANP ADULTS ALIKE, ALL SEDUCEP BY THE ART 
OF,,. THE PUPPET- PLAYEK. 





THESE ARTISTS 
TRAVELED FROM 
TOWN TO TOWN, 
DRAWING 
FASCINATED 
CROWOS IN 
PUBLIC SQUARES 
TO WITNESS 
PERFORMANCES 
BY THEIR. 
COLORFUL 
CREATIONS, 
LIVING ON 
WHATEVER 
GRATUITIES 
THE SPECTATORS 
COULP 
PROVIDE,,, 





ANP SOME PROVIDEP 
NONE AT ALL, FINPING 
MUCH THAT WAS 
SINISTER IN THE OFTEN 
GROTESQUE PUPPETS, 
REMINPEP PERHAPS OF 
POLK TALES OF 
EVIL GNOMES ANP 
HALFING CREATURES 




BUT /HOST WERE 
DELIGHTED BY WHAT 
THEY SAW, IMPRESSED BY 
THE ARTISTRy OF THE MEN 
WHO LOVINGLy SCRIPTED 
ALL THE PLAYS, SEWEP 
ALL THE COSTUMES, 
PASSIONATELY CARED FOR 
EVERY ASPECT OF THEIR 
UNIQUE CHARGES,,, 



..6INO MALASPINA MIGHT HAVE BEEN SUCH A 
MAN. BUT HE DIP WHAT HE PIP WITHOUT 
PASSION, ANP MOST CERTAINU.. WITHOUT £OV£. 



FOR SOME TIME NOW, GINO HAP PELT IT GROWING 
WITHIN HIM.., A HATRED OF THIS LIFE, A LONGING TO 
ESCAPE IT. MORE ANP MORE IT SEEMEP THE STRINGS 
BOUNP HIM MUCH AS THE FIGURES ON THE OTHER ENP... 




WELL, PEAR REAPER, AFTER THAT P80LO6UE, I DON'T BELIEVE WE'LL HAVE TO BEAT 
YOU OVER THE HEAD WITH THE FACT THAT THIS STORV PEALS WITH MANNIKIMS AND 
THEIR MANIPULATERS, OR PUPPETS AND THE.,, 




STORY AND ART: JOSE BEA / COLOR: MICHELE BRAND 



A60MY DROVE ALL THOUGHT FROM 
GINO'S MIND AS HE WAS PROPELLEP 
FORWARD 8V THE LAUGHING HORPE.. 



hfi ft J^^^^^k 



EVEN AS HE SPOKE, OIMO KNEW THE ANSWER, EVEN AS THE 
SNICKEHtNS THROM6 STOOP BEFORE HIM ANP SHOUTED,,. 



you'RE going n 
TO PERFO/tM , 

SINO/ 



'AS yo LPsj 
' MAKE //*' 
.PERFORM' 



first the oance, 1 
then the songs, 

THEN,,, 



...THE 

CLUB, 

6\HO! 



mm 






™^W, u*C ■ 



BOOS ANP HISSES ROSE FROM THE AUPIENCE, 
CUTTING OFF HIS WOROS! THEIR MOCKING 
TONES STARTEP TO BECOME GAG£„. 




sino smvenep. why 

DIPN'T HE WAKE UP? 
WHY DIPN'T THE 
PREAM END...? 



YOU WANT TO 

LEAVE US, DON'T 

/OU, GIN0? you WANT 

TO ABANDOM THE LIFE 

THAT LINKS US? WHAT 

do you saV to 7V</W7 

My FRIENDS? 




;^**%e 



i sAy 

WE WASTE 

TIME.' HE IS 
HOPELESS„.TOO 
FAR eo/Vff TO 

LEARN By 
REHEARSING.' BRING 

THE CLUB! 

BRING THE 

ccue/f 



SOME TIME LATER, IT WAS MOST QUIET IN THE PUPPET- PLAYER'S WAGON. 
SINO MALASPINA LAY SPRAWLED AWKWARPLY ON HIS BED, 8COOP FROM, 



HIS BATTERED HEAP DRYING, TURNING 
THICK AND PARK.,. 



THEy WOULD HAVE 10 START CLEANING HIM SOON, PUNCHINELLO 
THOUGHT, BUT WITH SOME MAKE-UP OVER THE WOUNDS, THE BOP/ 
WOULD CERTAINLY BE FIT TO USE YST ANOTHER TIME, ONCE THEY 
CAST THE SPELL BRINGING IT TO LIFE AGAIN. 



IT WAS A SHAME THAT THE SPELLS 
fHDCD QUICKER EACH TIME, ALLOW- 
ING THE HUMAN TO SRADUALLY BE- 
COME AWARE... STILL, THIS WAS 
EASIER THAN CONSTANTLY BREAKING 
IN A A lEtV Of/e TO PLAY PUPPET- 
MASTER. 





LoMG HAVE I KNOWN MV LIFE IS CC/RSSD 
BY THE GOVS. PAX IS NO MORE THAW A 
TORMENTED PLAYTHING. SOMETHING TO &E 
PROVOKER USER PA/HNEP AM I B/ NATURE OF 
MY LIFE. A WARRIOR BEARS HIS SWORP ONLY 
WHERE THE GOPS STEER HIS PATH. X AM A 
WARRIOR. NOTHING MORE THAN A PAWN UPON 
SOME SUPERNATURAL BOARP, IN A TIMELESS GAME OF... 



ART: ESTEBAN MAROTO / COLOR: BILL DuBAY 



AW HEART LEAPEP WHEN MY 
EYES WITNESSED THE WHITE 
FISURES MATERIALIZE BEFORE 
ME. MY fiMTHBR. BROTHS*. 
KINSMEN AND FRIENPS I 
LOVEP WELL. I LOVEP THEM 
ALL STILL, EVEN IN DEATH.' 
MY CHGSSMeM. 




WHAT SPORT COULP I HAVE BEEN? A CHE55PIECE IN M/ HANP RATHER THAN ASWORP. A SINGLE tAOVE. 
A MORTAL COMBAT. 



WITH EACH MOVE UPON THE BOARP, THE 
LIVING CHESSMEN EMULATE. I LIFTEP 
My FIGURE. RONIUS, A COUSIN SLAIN, 
STIRREP TO LIFE. ATROPOS COUNTERED. 
A PEMON RUSHEP AT RONIUS. 





EVEN BEING J 
, A 600. IS 




:*?- 




STORY: DOUGH MOENCH / ART: ESTEBAN MAROTO 



WHEN THE RETRO-THRUSTS REFUSEP 
TO RESPOND, I'D HAD PLENTY OFTIME 
TO INFLATE THE BLISTER-CUSHIONS... 
WHICH MEANT XO SURVIVE, EVEN IF 
THE SHIP WOULDN'T. 



BUT IF JUST| 
HALF OF VMAT THEY SAID 
ABOUT ECDYSIA WAS THUS. 

I I WOULDN'T EVEN BE 
WANTING THE SHIP TO 

[TAKE ME BACK HOME... 





the story was... ecdysia was 
obscure by virtue of remote 
location only. its ecolosy was 
sympathetic to humanoid life, 
therefore, humanoids 
flourished- ■ a planetful of 
the/w.'all chicks... 

' . ..plus a growing number 
of spacers who'd been 
in the right place at the 
right Time, and had 

HEARD OF THE PLEASURE- 
PLANET. 



LIKE I SAID, I APPROACH SEX THE 
WAY A MUSICIAN TREATS HIS 
INSTRUMENT... ALWAYS TRYING 
SOMETHING NEW, SOMETHING 
BETTER. 

V VE SKIMMED THE 
CREAM OFF A CROP OF CHICKS 
FROM NEARLY EVERT PLANET AND 
CULTURE IN THE QALACTIC 
FEDERATION. YOU LEARN A LOT OF 
TRICKS THAT WAY... 

...AND YOU 
ALSO LEARN TO BECOME JADED... 
BORED. THAT'S WHY I HELD 
SUCH GRANDIOSE HOPES FoR 
ECOYSIA AND ITS PLANET- /pO 



I MEAN, AFTER ALL, IF NOT ONE OF | 
THE SPACERS WHO'VE JOURNEYED 
TO ECDYSIA HAS BOTHERED TO 
RETURH.. 

•5 1 ...THE NATIVES 




BUT I REALLY DIDN'T WANT 70 £&/£*£ 

THAT ALL THOSE LUST- CRAZED SPACERS 
HAD BEEN PGeveNTEO FRO* LEAVING 
ECDYSIA... 

...SO I DECIDED TO 

PROVE FOR MYSELF THAT A 

SPACER EQUIPPED WITH 

STANDARD GEAR 

COULD AVOID 

ANY POTENTIAL 

PREVENTION. 




THE JUNGLE THICKENED WITH EACH 
STEP ...SO I THINNED IT BY 

CONVERTING Mi SLASHER TO A 
AAACHETE... WHICH WAS EASIER ON 
IM SHOULDER THAN THE GENUINE 
ARTICLE WOULD'VE BEEN. 




AND MY SECOND AND THIRD 
HOUSESUESTS FOLLOWED NOT I 
IONS AFTER... 

I GUESS It 
HAVE TO SAY IT WAS THE START I 
OFA NISHT TO REMEMBER. \ 



MY FORMER BOREDOM 
WITH THE SUNDRY 
PERMUTATIONS OF SE* 
WAS DISPELLED../! 
THOUGHT OF MY SPACESHIP 
AN IRREPARABLY TWISTED 
DERELICT PROBABLY 
ALREADY ENGULFED BY 
THE FERTILE JUNGLE,AND 
1 SMIRKED. WHERE COULD 
I SO AFTER 7MS.= THEN 
I LAUGHED... 




IN THE MORNING I KNEW WHY NONE 
OF THE SPACERS HAD RETURNED 
FROM ECOYSIA/ANDWHY/ WOULD 
NEVER LEAVE../ I DRESSED, 
NOTICING THE ABSENCE OF MY LASER - 
SLASHER...AND KNEW 10 NEVER 
GET ITBACK. 




THE CHICKS, I SURMISED, MUST HAVE 
ENVELOPED THE PLANET WITH SOME 
SORT OF INTERFERENCE FIELD 
WHICH CAUSES EVERY APPROACHING 
SHIP TO DISFUNCTION AND CRASH/ 
AND MAYBE THE WEIRD PURPLE 
MIST TURNED THEMINTO VECTORS... 
CARRIERS... OF THE DISEASE/ 



THE SPACERS HAD TRIED TO 
fVARN ME... TRIED TO STOP 
ME... JUST AS THEY MUST 
HAVE BEEN WARNED BY THE 
SPACERS BEFORE THEM/I 
REPAID THEIROONCERN 
WITH MURDER.... JUST AS 
THEY'D PROBABLY MURDERED 
TO REACH THE CITY AND ITS 
MADLY ALLURING SEX- 
OBJECTS. ■ 




WE ALL LEARN, SOONER OR 
LATER/ TOO BAD THE OBJECT 
LESSON HAD TO BE THE 
MOST NIGHTMARISH CASE 

OF cosmic I/O ON OR 

OFF RECORD. 

ITS 



SO I VE HAD Mr" NIGHT OF 

| UNBOUNDED ECSTASY AND L 
'NOW THEY'RE FORCII 




I GUESS I'LL JOIN THE OTHER SPACERS.. 
.THE ONES WHO CMSWe/VT KILLED... AND 
WE'LL TRY TO WARN THE NEXT POOL / 





STORY: DOUG MOENCH / ART: ESTEBAN MAROTO / COLOR: BILL DUBAY 



SIREN-SNAPPY NO /WORE LAUSHY/ THE ICE SLOE 
SUITS SWOOP IN FOR THE KILL../ 



ALL RIGHT. YOU... 

HOLD IT.' SOT AN 

APB ON AN AWOL Z38 

CLOWN, CIRCUS AlODEL, 

AFFLICTED WITH SEVERE 

PARANOIA.' 




THROUSH THE SWINSY DOORS.. 
STRAIGHT TO MADNESS. . / 



OUTER. SPACE.... 
NO/ NOT AGAIN... 



IT CHANGES. .. 
KEEPS CHANGING 
AT REGULAR. 
INTERVALS... .' 

I'M TRAPPED.. 

IN THIS... THIS 
INSANITY.' 





YOU SAY YOU DON'T 

KNOW WHAT'S HAPPENING 

SHRIEK- CREEPS ? WELL , ALL 

THE FUZZIES WILL BE 

CLEARED UP.. 

, YOU JUST STAY 

|^P TUNED/ 






WATCH THE FLOTSAM RJN/WAKER, FOLLOWED BV HIS FEROCIOUS FOBS... 




tQOfer.' THE CLOWSJ WAVERS 
ON CHILL-BARE FEET, PREFERRING 
AN EMPTY SPACE CPU I SCR. TO 
A PLANE FULLOF SCALP- 



THEM AGAIN, SWARM-SLEWS OF 
SCALP- SEEKERS SEEM /WORE 
DESIRABLE THAN SLUEMEN WITH 
6LASTINS BLAZERS../ 
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AFTER ME NOW/ J 
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THE CLOWN IS OOWN..ANA DANK-DARK, CREEPY-CRAWLY 
DISMAL - DREARY CASTLE... 




HELTER-SKELTER, HECTIC LESS 
JOGGLE -BOG THE CLOWNIE DOWN 
THE STONE STAIRWELL .' DRAC- 
FLAK HARD TO HACK T 



THEN THE GREAT VELVETY 
CURTAINS START TO PART/ 
AND THE FOOLISH CLOWN 
REALIZES THAT HIS TIME HAS 
RUN OUT/ HE HAS RUN AND 
RUN AND RERUN- . AND NOW 
ALL HIS OPTIONS ARE 
CANCELLED../ 





THE END 



TUNE IN TOMORROW, 
SAME TIME, SAME STATION, 
FOR THAT SPARKLING COMEDY 
HIT, LBT'S ALL DRINK TO 
THE DEATH OF A CLOWN. . . 
FOLLOWED BY THIS IS YOUR 
FUNERAL ANPASTHE 
CORPSE TURNS. SEE 
YOUTHSN.' 




BEA! C0R6EN! FERNANDEZ! JONES! MAROTO! 
FINE ARTISTS IN A GREAT COMIX INTERNATIONAL No. 3! 



According to Spanish artist, Jose Bea, good comics 
should be more than simpleminded sludge to appease 
infantile appetites. He views comics as a developing 
art form, separate in many ways from fine art, but just 
as viable. His work is important. Through it he reaches 
a vast and varied audience ... a far greater number of 
people than the select group who would view his work 
from someone's livingroom wall. And he feels that 
communication and entertainment is what art . . . and 
comics ... is all about! 





Rich Corben is a gentle, affable man who spends most 
of his time at his drawing board. His quiet exterior 
hides a dynamic soul of incredible talent and perse- 
verance. His work has successfully survived its transi- 
tion from major "underground" art to mainstream 
comics . . . and has arrived integrity intact. He is an 
artist of mixed media and incredible facility. His stun- 
ning ability to distort realism and thereby create a 
more believable reality, has resulted in some of the 
most dramatic stories to appear in Warren magazines. 



Fernando Fernandez has written: "Any artist's life is 
his art. Facts, dates and numbers tell you nothing. A 
man's art is where he feels. He is driven . . . seeking the 
self he does not understand." Fernandez seeks his iden- 
tity and finds it in many beautiful and illustrative 
tales. For happily, his search now encompasses War- 
ren's American magazines, as well as those of his native 
Spain. He has a ready audience, eager to travel on any 
safari Fernandez chooses to lead. For in his art we each 
find our own reflection! 





Jeff Jones is a native Georgian, whose voice retains 
the soft accent of his native south. He is reserved, ar- 
ticulate, intensely involved in his work. His accom- 
plishments are extensive. His illustrations have ap- 
peared in magazines, on record and book jackets. His 
paintings and lithography are displayed in fine art 
galleries. He is a sculptor. And he has written for a 
major science fiction magazine. But say "Jeff Jones" 
and one image invariably comes to mind . . . his sensu- 
ous, scantily-clad comic strip women! 



Esteban Maroto learned to draw by looking at comics. 
He has read them all his life. And he believes that 
comics should not be the exclusive property of any one 
age group. Like films, comics are a visual medium. If 
approached correctly, they can appeal to everyone. 
Maroto is working to present a sophisticated image in 
a medium which, with some notable exceptions, has 
been consigned scornfully to the realm of children's 
entertainment. Maroto believes in the potential of 
comics as entertainment . . . for everyone! 
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OF WARRENS FEARSOME FOURSOME! 



